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AMERICA’S  TASK 

By  Dr.  Hiram  Wesley  Evans, 

Imperial  Wizard,  Knights  of  the  Ku  KJux  Klan 

1  am  appreciative  of  this  opportunity  to  present  a  matter  which  is 
of  interest  to  all  Klansmen  and  Klanswomen.  Foremost  among  the  mat¬ 
ters  of  moment  which  concern  our  national  welfare  is  a  laxity  in  devo¬ 
tion  to  the  Godly  ideals  which  once  coursed  vigorously  through  cur 
national  endeavor.  If  civilization  is  to  continue  to  progress;  if  America 
is  to  continue  to  be  a  nation  purposed  by  Almighty  God  to  hold  aloft 
the  beacon  light  of  truth  and  liberty,  men  and  women  of  America  must 
know  that  the  fundamental  thing  is  to  recognize  divine  authority  and 
human  responsibility  thereto  for  every  action.  We  would  return  to  the 
simple  but  sublime  principles  instituted  by  Christ  for  guidance  of  man's 
relation  to  his  God,  his  country,  his  neighbor  and  himself. 

America’s  people  lived  for  long  decades  a  life  apart,  dependent  only 
upon  Almighty  God,  and  then  as  the  population  increased  our  people 
became  more  and  more  interdependent  upon  each  other.  We  have  been 
a  homogeneous  people  in  the  main,  thinking  and  acting  alike,  obeying 
constitutional  authority  in  the  interest  of  the  common  welfare.  Today, 
our  unity  is  threatened  by  the  hords  of  immigrants  who  have  sought  shel¬ 
ter  under  our  flag.  They  bring  foreign  ideas  and  ideals  into  our  land 
threatening  our  unity  through  a  foreign  propoganda  that  is  pouring  in¬ 
to  the  hard  fibres  of  our  national  character.  This  must  be  counteracted 
if  we  are  to  remain  a  united  nation  of  Americans  rather  than  a  poly¬ 
glot  mob. 

To  mold  all  those  now  residing  within  our  borders  into  a  united 
people  two  things  must  be  done.  First,  we  must  stop  the  influx  of  the 
foreign,  second,  we  must,  through  education,  bring  all  our  people  to  a 
common  program  of  acting  and  thinking.  The  ideals  and  fundamental 
principles  of  the  nation  which  oursforefathers  fought  to  create  and  died 
to  preserve,  must  be  taught  to  and  instilled  in  the  hearts  of  our  com¬ 
posite  American  citizenry. 

To  accomplish  these  great  purposes,  all  who  love  America,  whose 
hearts  beat  in  fellowship  for  fellow  men  must  be  united  forming  a  band 
of  patriotic.  God-fearing  Americans  who  are  willing  to  labor  with  pur¬ 
ity  of  heart  and  singleness  of  mind  for  a  united,  awakened,  vitalized 
nation  to  guide  civilization  along  her  charted  way. 

(This  Address  on  Record  No.  75004.  See  List  in  Back) 
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Klansmen’s  Ode. 


Tune — ‘'From  Greenlamls  Icy  Mountains.”  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  We  meet  with  cor-dial  greet  -  ings,  In  this  our  sa  -  cred  cave, 

2.  Here  bon  -  or,  love  and  jus  -  tice,  Must  ac  -  tu  -  ate  us  all; 
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Home,  home,  country  and  home,  Klansmen,  we’ll  lire  and  die  For  our  country  and  home. 


Tlie  Old  Rugged  Cross. 


g.  s. 


Solo  and  Chorus. 
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1.  On  a  hill  far  a  -  way  stood  an  old  rug-ged  cross,  The  em-blem  of 

2.  Oh,  that  old  rug-ged  cross,  so  do-spised  by  the  world,  Has  a  wondrous  at- 

3.  In  the  old  rug-ged  cross,  stained  with  blood  so  di- vine,  A  won  -  drous 

4.  To  the  old  rug-ged  cross  I  will  ev  -  er  be  true,  Its  shame  and  re* 
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suf  -  f ’ring  and  shame,  And  I  love  that  old  cross  where  the  dear- est  and  best 
trac  -  tion  for  me,  For  the  dear  Lamb  of  God  left  His  glo  -  ry  a-bove, 
beau  -  ty  I  see;  For ’t was  on  that  old  cross  Je  -  sus  suf-feredanddind, 
proach  glad-ly  bear;  Then  He ’ll  call  me  some  day  to  my  home  far  a  -  way, 
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For  a  world  of  lost  sin-ners  was  slain. 
To  beat  it  to  dark  Cal -va  -  ry. 

.  To  pat  -donandsanc-ti  -  fy  me. 
Where  His  glo-ry  for-ev  *  cr  I’ll  share. 
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cross, .  Till  my  tro-phies  at  last  I  lay  down;  I  will  cling  to  the 

old  rug-ged  cross, 

e>  a.00  »  m  .ft  * 


rP-f-ifr  ~K 


M 


-U—l; 


PP-  P 


* — l*h 


^-*L— 

g  ■■  c 


i  M~p# 


old  rug-ged  cross, .  And  ex-change  it  some  day  for  a  crown. 

cross,  the  old  rug-ged  cross, 
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Above  song  recorded  with  sacred  words  on  Record  No.  1015. 
With  K!an  words  No,  K-2  and  No.  75001. 
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1.  On  a  hill  far  a -way  stood  an  old  rug-ged  cross,  The  em-blem  of 

2.  Oil,  that  old  rug-ged  cross,  so  de-spised  by  the  world,  Has  a  won-drousat- 

3.  In  the  old  rug-ged  cross, stained  with  blood  so  divine,  A  won  -  drous 

4.  To  the  old  rug  ged  cross  I  will  ev  -  er  be  true,  Its  shame  and  re- 
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suf  -  fnng  and  shame,  And  I  love  that  old  cross  where  the  Dear-est  and  Best 
trac-tion  for  me;  For  the  dear  Lamb  of  God  left  His  glo  -  ry  a-bove, 
beau-ty  I  see;  For  ’twas  on  that  old  cross  Je  -  sus  suf-fered  and  died, 
proach  gladly  bear;  Then  He’ll  call  me  some  day  to  my  home  far  a -way, 
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For  a  world  of  lost  sin- ners  was  slain. 
To  bear  it  to  dark  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 

To  par-don  and  sanc-ti  -  fy 
Where  His  glo-ry  for  -  ev  -  er  I’ll 
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So  I’ll  cher-ishthe  cross,  tot. 
So  I’ll  cher-ishthe  old  rug-ged 
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old  rug-ged  cross,  Till  my  trophies  at  last  I  lay 
cross, . 
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old  rug-ged  cross, .  And  ex-change  it  some  day  for  a  crown 

cross,  the  old  rug-ged  cross, 
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Abpve  song  recorded  with  sacred  words 
With  K.lan  words  No.  K.-2  and 
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The  Star-Spangled  Banner. 
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1.  Oh,  say,  can  you  see  by  the  dawn’s  ear-ly  light,  What  so  proud-ly  we  hailed  at  the 

2.  On  the  shore.dimly  seen  thro’  the  mists  of  the  deep,  Where  the  foe’s  haughty  host  in  dread 

3.  And  where  is  that  band,  who  so  vauntingly  swore.  That  the  hav-oc  of  war  and  the 

4.  Oh,  thus  he  it  ev-erwhenfreeinenshallstandBe-tweentheirlovedhomesandthe 
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twilight’slast  gleaming?  Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars, thro’  the  perilousfight,0’erthe 
si  -  lence  re-pos  -  es,  What  is  that  which  the  breeze,  o’er  the  tow-er  -  ing  stoep,  As  it 
bat  -  tie’s  con-fus-ion,  A  home  and  a  coun-try  should  leave  us  no  more?  Their 
war’s  des  -  o  -  la-tion;  Blest  with  vict’ry  and  peace, maytheheav’n-rescuedlandPraisethe 
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ram  -  parts  wo  watched,  were  so  gal-lant-ly  streaming?  And  the  rockets’  red  glare,  thebombs 
fit  -  ful  -  ly  blows,  half  conceals, half  dis- clos-es?  Now  it  catch-es  the  gleam  of  the 
blood  has  washed  out  their  foul  footsteps’  pol-lu-tion;  No  ref-uge  could  savo  the 
Pow’rthat  hath  made  and  pre-servcd  us  a  na-tion.  Then  con-quer  we  must,  whenour 
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burst-ing  in  «ir,  Gave  proof  thro’  the  night  that  our  flag  was  still  there.  Oh,  say, 
morning’sfirstbeam,In  full  glory  reflected,  now  shines  on  the  stream.  ’Tis  the  star- 
hire-ling  and  slave  From  the  terror  of  flight  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave.  And  the  star- 
cause  it  is  just.  And  this  be  our  mot-to:“InGodisourtrust!”Andthestar 
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The  Star-Spangled  Banner. 
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star-spangled  banner  yet  wave  O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave0 

ban-ner;  Oh,  long  may  it  wave  O’er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave! 

ban-ner  in  triumph  doth  wave  O’er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brav  ! 

ban-ner  in  triumph  shall  wave  O’er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave! 
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BLESS  BE  THE  KLANSMAN’S  TIE 

Blest  be  the  Klansman’s  tie 
Of  real  fraternal  love, 

That  binds  us  in  a  fellowship 
Akin  t°  that  above. 

BRIGHT  FIERY  CROSS 
Tune  “The  Old  Rugged  Cross” 

Over  all  the  U.  S.  A., 

The  Fiery  Cross  we  display; 

The  emblem  of  Klansmen’s  domain, 

We  ll  be  forever  true 
To  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

And  Americans  always  remain. 

Chorus 

So  I’ll  cherish  the  Bright  Fiery  Cross 
Till  from  duties  at  last  I  lay  down; 

Then  burn  o’er  me  a  Bright  Fiery  Cross, 

The  day  1  am  laid  in  the  ground. 

To  the  Bright  Fiery  Cross, 

I  will  ever  be  true; 

All  blame  and  reproach  gladly  bear, 

And  friendship  will  show, 

To  each  Klansman  I  know; 

Its  glory  forever  we’ll  share. 

Oh,  the  Bright  Fiery  Cross, 

So  despised  by  a  few, 

Fla»  a  wondrous  attraction  for  me; 

When  I  leave  here  some  day. 

For  my  home  far  away, 

May  a  Bright  Fiery  Cross  beam  for  me. 

(“This  Sonff  on  Reenrrl  No.  K-2  and  No,  75001.  5—  List  in  Rank.**) 


The  Gross  In  The  Wildwood. 

Tune— “Chun h  in  the  Wildwood  " 
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1.  There’s  a  cross  that  is  burn-ing  in  the  wild  -  wood,  Its  beau  -  ty  re  - 

2.  For  the  cross  that  is  burn-ing  in  the  wild  -  wood,  Each  Klansraan  has 

3.  By  the  cross  that  is  burn-ing  in  the  wild  -  wood,  Each  Klansman  will 
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fleets  on  the  skies;  At  its  base  you  will  find  thousands  kneeling,  Pray  -  ing 
sworn  to  be  true;  He  has  pledged  to  up-hold  the  Old  Glo  -  ry,  Not  to 
guard  brave  and  true;  They  will  car  -  ry  their  em  -  blem  to  vie  -  t’ry,  For  the 
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D.  S. — car  -  ry  a  -  way  in  your  bos  -  om,  The  great 
Chorus. 
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Come  to  the 


that  it’s  mean-ing  nev  -  er  dies, 
down  the  Cath-’lic  and  the  Jew. 

dear  old  Red,  White  and  Blue.  Oh,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come, 
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cross  in  the  wild  -  wood,  And  learn  of  its  meaning  so  true;  Youwill 

come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come; 
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Above  song  recorded  on  Record  No.  1016  (sacred)  and  No.  75003  with  Klan  words. 
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The  Cross  In  The  Wildwood. 

Tone— “Cl 


Tone — “Church  in  the  Wildwood.” 
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1.  There’s  a  cross  that  is  burn-ing  in  the  wild  -  wood,  Its  beau-ty  re  - 

2.  For  the  cross  that  is  burn-ing  in  the  wild  -  wood,  Each  Klansroan  has 

3.  By  the  cross  that  is  burn-ing  in  the  wild  -  wood,  Each  Klansman  will 
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sworn  to  be  true;  He  has  pledged  to  up-hold  the  Old  Glo  -  ry,  Not  to 
guard  brave  and  true;  They  will  car  -  ry  their  em-blem  to  vie  -  t’ry,  For  the 
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D.  S. — car  -  ry  a  -  way  in  your  bos  -  om,  The  great 
Chorus. 
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that  it’s  mean-ing  nev  -  er  dies.  Come  to  the 

down  the  Cath-’lic  and  the  Jew. 

dear  old  Red,  White  and  Blue.  Oh,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come, 
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cross  in  the  wild  -  wood,  And  learn  of  its  meaning  so  true;  Youwill 

come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come; 
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Above  song  recorded  on  Record  No.  1016  (sacred)  and  No.  75003  with  Klan  words. 
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Let  The  Fiery  Cross  Be  Burning. 


Henry  A.  Grady 


Tune — "Let  the  Lower  Lights  Be  Burning." 
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1.  On  the  hill  tops,  on  the  moun-tain  Bright-ly  gleams  our  mys-tic  sign; 

2.  Ser  -  ried  ranks  in  stain-less  ar  -  mor,  Kneel  be  -  fore  that  flaming  tree; 

3.  Side  by  side,  al-ways  non  Sil  -  ba,  Songs  of  praise  and  promise  sing; 

4.  Clasp  the  cross,  oh,  Klansman  peerless,  Pledge  to  God  Thy  strength  anew, 

5.  Ral  -  ly  'round  the  sa-cred  al  -  tar,  Purged  of  sin  and  base-less  fear, 
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Call  -  ing  Klans-men  to  the  fount  ain,  Filled  with  drops  of  love  di  -  vine. 
Pledg-ing  life  and  wealth  and  hon  -  or,  All  for  Christ  and  chiv  -  al  -  ry. 
Hand  in  hand,  al-ways  Sed  An-thar,  All  for  Christ,  the  Klansman's  King. 
Stand  ye  forth  e  -  rect  and  fear  -  l»ss,  Strike  for  home  and  kin  -  dred  true. 
Ne’er  shall  Knight  in  ar-mor  fal  -  ter,  Nor  shall  era -yen  en  -  ter  here. 
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Let  the  Fie  -  ry  Cross  be  burning,  Spread  its  beams  o’er  land  and  sea; 
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Sa  -  tan’s  wiles  for  -  ev  -  er  spurn-ing.  Pring-iug  Christ  to  you  and  me. 
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Above  eong  recorded  by  Chicago  Male  Quartet  on  Keeord  No  £-5. 
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Let  The  Fiery  Cross  Be  Burning. 


Henry  A.  Grady. 
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Tui»e — “Let  the  Lower  Lights  Be  Burning. 
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P.  P.  Bliss. 
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1.  On  the  hill  tops,  on  the  moun-tain  Bright-ly  gleams  our  mys-tic 

2.  Ser  -  ried  ranks  in  stain-less  ar-mor,  Kneel  be  -  fore  that  flaming 

3.  Side  by  side,  al-ways  non  Sil  -  ba.  Songs  of  praise  and  promise 

4.  Clasp  the  cross,  oh,  Klansman  peerless,  Pledge  to  God  Thy  strength 

5.  Ral  -  ly  ’round  the  sa-cred  al  -  tar,  Purged  of  sin  and  base-less 


sign; 
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sing; 

anew; 

fear; 
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Call  -  ing  Klans-men  to  the  fount-ain,  Filled  with  drops  of  love  di  -  vine. 
Pledg-ing  life  and  wealth  and  hon  -  or,  All  for  Christ  and  chiv  -  al  -  ry. 
Hand  in  hand,  al-ways  Sed  An  -  thar,  All  for  Christ,  the  Klansman’s  King. 
Stand  ye  forth  e  -  rect  and  fear  -  Ies3,  Strike  for  home  and  kin  -  dred  true. 
Ne’er  shall  Knight  in  ar-mor  fal  -  ter,  Nor  shall  cra-ven  en  -  ter  here. 
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Let  the  Fie  -  ry  Cross  be  burning,  Spread  its  beams  o’er  land  and  sea; 
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Sa  -  tan’s  wiles  for  -  ev  -  er  spurn-ing,  Bring-ing  Christ  to  you  and  me. 
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Above  song  recorded  by  Chicago  Male  Quartet  on  Record  No  K-5. 
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Wayside  Gross. 

Fright 

Us 

rv  st 


H.  R-  Palmer. 


~±±Z 


m 


h  h.  —i — i- 


t'opyright.  1884,  by  H  R  Palmer. 

Us<d  by  permission. 

Solo,  ad  lib.  (Declamatory  style.) 
r±-  - «-er»- « — r*s 

_ 

1.  “Which  road  shall  I  take?”  Shouts  a  voice  on  the  night, “I  am  wea-ry  and 
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2.  See  the  light  from  the  cross,  how  it  gleams  o’er  my  way,  It  heralds  the 

3.  Wake  up,  all  ye  Klansmen,  go  forth  in  the  night,  Lift  high,  fie  -  ry 
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lone-some,  and  spent  is  my  light;  To  the  right,  to  the  left —  ah, 

dawn  -  ing  of  life’s  bet  -  ter  day;  My  fortune,  my  all,  I  am 
Em  -  blem,  till  right  rules  o’er  might;  Oil  mountain,  on  hillside,  a 
_  l^—s  i  is 
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Slower  and  sustained. 
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me,  if  I  knew,  The  night  is  so  dark,  and  the  pass-ers  so  few. 
pledg-ing  a  -  new,  To  Coun-try  and  home-land  and  kin  -  dred  so  true, 
cross  plains  be  -  low.  Its  cross  beam  is  gleam-ing  and  wain  -  ing  the  foe. 
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Near,  near  thee  my  friend.  Barns  the  bright, lire)’  cross,  ’Twill  light-en  the  burdens  O'er  roads  you 

J _ I _ L_J _ I  ...A-L 


may  cross;  And  its  cross-beam  will  point  with  a  heav-en  -  ly  glow,  To  light-en  and 
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>  The  chorus  should  begin  while  solo  voice  is  si  ill  holding  the  last  note. 

Above  fong  recorded  by  Chicago  Male  Quartet,  on  Record  No.  K — 5. 


Wayside  Cross. 


brighten  the  way  you  must  go,  To  lighten  and  brighten  the  way  you  must  go. 
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11  My  Go&sntry,  ’Tis  of  Thee. 

S.  F.  Smith. 
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1.  My 
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of 

thee,  Sweet  laud 
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2.  My 

na  - 
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-  try,  thee, 

Land 

of 
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free. 

3.  Let 
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the  breeze. 
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4.  Our 
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Of  thee  I  sing:  Land  where  my  fa  -  ther’s  died,  Land  of  th® 

Thy  name  I  love:  I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and 

Sweet  free-dom’s  song:  Let  mor  -  tal  tongues  a  -  wake;  Let  ail  that 

be  bright  With  freedom’s 
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sing: 

Long  may  our 
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pil  -  grim’s  pride.  From  ev  -  ’ry  moun  -  tain  side  Let  free  -  dom  ring! 

tem  -  pled  hills;  My  heart  with  rap  -  ture  thrills  Like  that  a  -  bove. 

breathe  partake,  Let  rocks  their  si  -  lence  break,  The  sound  pro  -  long. 

ho  -  ly  light;  Pro  -  tect  us  by  Thy  might,  Great  God,  our  King! 
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Welcome  The  Klan. 

Tune— “Old  Black  Joe.’’ 


S.  C.  Foster. 


1.  Wel-come  the  days,  when  the  Ku  Klux  Klan  wa3  born,  Welcome  the  men,  who 

2.  Klansmen  are  here,  they  stand  in  millions  strong,  Klansmen  I  see,  they 

3.  Wel-come  the  wo  -  men  of  the  Ku  Klux  Klan,  No  more  shall  Rome  rule 


pi 


brought  that  blessed  morn;  Welcome  the  Cross,  and  tho  robes  so  pure  and  white,  Be  - 
come  to  right  the  wrong;  They  come  to  serve  and  rule  in  righteousness,  To 
our  bo  -  lov  -  ed  land;  They  see  the  hand  that’s  writ  -  ing  on  the  wall,  We’ll 
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neath  that  Cross  wo  take  our  stand  for  Truth  and  Right.  It’s  burning,  it’s  burning, 
down  all  graft  and  stop  the  curse  of  law  -  less-ness.  It’s  burning,  it’s  burning, 
con  -  quer  all  our  foes  and  tri  umph  o  -  ver  all.  I’m  coming.  I’m  coming, 
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The  fie  -  ry  cross  to-day,  To  tell  the  world  the  Ku  Klux  Klan  is  here  to  stay. 
The  fie  -  ry  cross  to-day,  To  tell  the  world  the  Ku  Klux  Klan  is  here  to  stay. 
To  pledge  my  life  a- new’,  A  -  round  the  sa-cred  Al-tar  praying,  keep  me  true. 
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Above  song  recorded  by  Chicago  Male  Quartet  ou  Record  No.  K-6. 


Welcome  The  Klan. 


Tune — “Old  Black  Joe.” 


S.  C.  Foster, 
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1.  Wel-come  the  days,  when  the  Ku  Klux  Klan  was  born,  Welcome  the  men,  who 

2.  Klansmen  are  here,  they  stand  in  millions  strong,  Klansmen  I  see,  they 


3.  Wel-come  the  wo  -  men  of  the  Ku  Klux  Klan, 
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No  more  shall  Rome  rule 
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brought  that  blessed  morn;  Welcome  the  Cross,  and  the  robes  so  pure  and  white,  Be  - 
come  to  right  the  wrong;  They  come  to  serve  and  rule  in  righteousness,  To 
our  be  -  lov  -  ed  land;  They  see  the  hand  that’s  writ  -  ing  on  the  wall,  We’ll 
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Chorus. 
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neath  that  Cross  we  take  our  stand  for  Truth  and  Right.  It’s  burning,  it’s  burning, 
down  all  graft  and  stop  the  curse  of  law  -  less-ness.  It’s  burning,  it’s  burning, 
con  -  quer  all  our  foes  and  tri-umph  o  -  ver  all.  I’m  coming,  I’m  coming, 

„  .  h  h  h  h  h  ^ 


P^ 


„  0 - Or 

rhtr-it 


v—rv—u 

O'  O  O 
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The  fie  -  ry  cross  to-day,  To  tell  the  world  the  Ku  Klux  Klan  is  here  to  stay. 
The  fie  -  ry  cross  to-day,  To  tell  the  world  the  Ku  Klux  Klan  is  here  to  stay. 
To  pledge  my  life  a  -  new,  A  -  round  the  sa-cred  Al-tar  praying,  keep  me  true. 
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Above  song  recorded  by  Chicago  Male  Quartet  on  Record  No.  K-5. 
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Klansman’s  Jubilee  Song. 


Paul  S.  Wight. 


Tune — "Battle  Hyarn  of  the  Republic.'1 

Melody.  "Glory  Hallelujah. 

h  .41  h 


jr 


^  5-5  S  S:  S  -ijT  J  , 

1.  We  will  ral  -  ly  round  Old  Glo  ry,  In  our  robes  of  spotless  white;  While  the 

2.  In  the  beau-ty  of  the  Southland, Where  the  Klan  was  born  a-new;  In  the 

3.  The  bless  -  ed  Pil-grim  Fathers,  Fought  and  died  for  lib  -  er- ty;  They 

4.  Oh,  yes,  we  stand  for  lib-er-ty,  For  free-dom  of  our  land;  The 
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fle  -  rv  cross  is  burn-ing,  In  the  si  -  lent  silv-'ry  night;  Come,  join  our 

cit  -  y  of  At  -  lan  -  ta,  0  -  ver  Dix-ie’s  line  so  true;  Where  the  fie  -  ry 

sailed  thro,  troubled  waters,  Died  that  we  might  be  made  free;  Oh,  shall  we 

same  as  our  dear  father’s  won,  From  cru  -  el  ty-rant’s  hand;  We’ll  keep  the 
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glo-rious  ar  -  my,  In  the  cause  of  God  and  Right;  The  Klan  is  marching  on. 
cross  is  burn-ing.  With  a  nev  -  er  fad-ing  hue,  It’s  truth  is  marching  on. 
dare  sur-ren  -  der?  No,  our  bat  -  tie  cry  shall  be, “God’s  truth  is  marching  on." 
sa-cred  her  -  i  -  tage,  For  in  His  might  we  stand,  As  we  go  marching  on. 
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Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jak, 
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Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  ha!  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  The'Klan  is  marching  on. 
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Above  song  recorded  on  Record  No.  75005. 
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Under  the  Gross. 


Rsv*  A.  H*  Ackley. 


COPYRIGHT,  1926,  BY  HOMER  A.  RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED. 
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3.  D.  Ackley. 
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1.  If  you  are  wea-ry  of  sin,  there  is  rest,  TJn-der  the  cross, 

2.  If  you  would  taste  of  His  soul-cleans-ing  grace,  Un  -  der  the  cros9, 

3.  If  you  need  com-fort  and  faith  to  go  on,  Un  -  der  the  cross, 
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un  -  der  the  cross;  There  the  poor  wan- d’rer  is  hap  -  py  and  blest, 
un  -  der  the  cross,  There  you  must  kneel  and  look  up  In  His  face, 
un  -  der  the  cross,  There  the  great  bat  -  tie  of  life  can  be  won, 
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Un-der  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 


Un  -  der  the  cross  where  my 
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Sav  -  ior  died,  Close  I  will  stay  by  His  wound-ed  side,  For-ey-er- 
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Stand  Up!  Stand  Up!  For  J  esus. 


George  J.  Webb. 


1.  Stand  up!  Stand  up!  Ye  Klans-men!  Be-neath  the  Fie  -  ry  Cross, 

2.  Wake  up!  Wake  up!  Ye  Klans-men!  Goforth  in  -  to  the  night, 

3.  U  -  nite!  U-  nite!  Ye  Chris -tians!  A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca  to  save, 
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Lift  high  His  Roy  -  al 
Blaze  high,  0  Fier  -  y 
Strike  off  the  chains  of 


Ban  -  ner,  It  must  not  suf  -  fer  loss; 
Em  -  blem,  Till  right  shall  rule  o’er  might; 
Ig  -  norance,  And  free  the  sback-led  slave; 
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From  vie  -  t’ry  un  -  to  vie  -  t’ry,  His  ar  -  my  He.  shall  lead, 

From  moun  -  tain  un  -  to  hill  -  side,  A  -  cross  the  plains  be  -  low, 

“One  Flag,  One  School,  one  Bi  -  ble,”  Our  bat -tie  cry  shall  be, 
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Till  ev  -  ’ry  foe  is  van  -  quished,  And  Christ  is  Lord  in  -  deed. 

The  Fie  -  ry  Cross  is  send  -  ing  Its  warn-ing  to  the  foe. 

Till  Christ  de-scends  from  Glo  -  ry,  And  rules  o’er  land  aDd  sea. 
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Unknown. 
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The  Little  Red  School  House. 

Tune— “The  Old  Oaken  Bucket.  ’ 


F.  Kaillmark. 
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^  (The  lit  -  tie  red  school  house  is  near  -  er  and  dear-er.  As  down  through  the 

\  How  oft  -  en  the  les  -  sons  I  learned  there  have  helped  me,  Nor  can  I  re  - 

0  f  In  lands  where  the  Romans  hold  long-est  do -min -ion,  Is  ig  -  nor-ance 
'  \  A  -  wak  -  en,  ye  Yankees,  and  guard  well  the  school  house,  The  foe  is  up  - 

g  1  We  sang  Hail  Co  -  lum-bia  in -stead  of  Hail  Ma  -  ry,  And  nev-er  a 

}  No  cross  -  ing  our-selves  in  the  lit  -  tie  red  school  house,  Then  why  let  the 
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years  I  am  pass  -  ing  a  -  long,  1 

f  rain  from  to  raise  this  my  song,  J  No  Mul-li-gan  guards  in  the  school  of  my 
black-est  and  dark  -  est  is  crime,  { 

on  us,  don’t  lose  an-y  time,  |  For  foreign  hands  clutch  at  the  throat  of  our 

once  to  the  pope  did  we  kneel,  \ 

Ro  -  mans  our  treas  -  u  -  ry  steal;  J  Our  teachers  had  Bibles  and  led  our  de  - 
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childhood,  We  read  not  with  pred-ju-dice,  but  with  my  eye. 

goddess,  Come  en-ter  the  bat  -  tie  with  this  for  your  cry.  I’ll  vote  for  the 

vo  -  tion,  But  now  all  such  teachers  and  Bi-bles  must  go. 
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school  house,  The  little  red  school  house;  I’ll  vote  for  the  school  house,  I’ll  save  it  or  die. 
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Onward,  Valiant  Klansmen. 

Tuke— “Onward,  Christian  Soldiers.” 


A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  On  -  ward,  val-lant  Klansmen,  In  ourcountry’s  name,  Stand  for  God  and 

2.  Bless-ed  Pil-grim  Fa  -  thers,  'Who  for  Lib-er  -  ty,  Sailed  thro’ troubled 

3.  Lo!  an-oth-er  ar  -  my,  Moves  to  join  our  throng;  Women  of  the 
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Free  -  dom,  Loy  -  al  sons  re  -  main;  Christ,  the  roy  -  al  Mas  -  ter, 
wa  -  ters,  That  we  might  be  free;  Shall  we  dare  sur  -  ren  -  der 
Ku  -  Klux,  Blend  with  ours  vour  song;  Chiv  -  al  -  ry  and  hon  -  or, 
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Will  our  strength  renew;  Gird  yourself,  oh,  broth  -  er,  He  will  help  you  through. 
Things  we  now  hold  dear?  Public  schools  and  free  speech,  T ruth  will  banish  fear. 
Be  to  you  for  aye,  Nothing  shall  dis-cour-age  now,  We  shall  win  the  day. 


m 


* - 0- 


'its 


s«- 


i - 1~ 


t=*= 


‘  I  j 


u  u  Chorus. 


35 


—7 - M - 1 - r 


-9 


^  ut  k- 


-d 


’  *  *  r 

On  -  ward,  val  -  iant  Klans  -  men,  marching  side  by  side, 
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Above  song  recorded  by  Male  Quartet  on  Record  No.  75008. 
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1.  I  walked  one  day  a -long  a  coun-try  road,  And  there  a  stranger  journeyed,  too, 

2.  I  cried, “Lord  Jesus,”  and  He  spoke  my  name;  I  saw  His  hands  all  bruised  and  torn; 

3. “0  let  me  bear  Thy  cross,  dear  Lord,”  I  cried,  And,  lo,  a  cross  for  me  appeared, 

4.  My  cross  I’ll  car-ry  till  the  crown  ap-pears,  The  way  I  jour-ney  soon  will  end 
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Bent  low  be-neath  the  burden  of  His  load:  It  was  a  cross,  a  cross  I  knew. 

I  stooped  to  kiss  a-way  the  marks  of  shame,  The  shame  for  me  that  He  had  borne. 
The  one  for-got-ten,  I  had  cast  a  -  side,  The  one,  so  long,  that  I  had  feared. 
Where  God  Himself  shall  wipe  away  all  tears,  And  friend  hold  fellowship  with  friend. 
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Take  up  thy  cross  and  follow  Me,”  I  hear  the  blessed  Sav-ior  call; 
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How  can  I  make  a  less-er  sac  -  ri  -  free,  When  Je  -  sus  gave  Hi3  all? 
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20  When  I  Survey  the  Wondrous  Cross. 


Isaac  Walts. 
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Isaac  Baker  Woodbury. 
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1.  When  I  sur-vey  the  wondrous  cross  On  which  the  Prince  of  glo  -ry  died, 

2.  For-bid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast,  Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 

3.  See, fromHishead,Hishands,Hisfeet, Sorrow  and  love  flow  min -gled down; 

4.  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine,  That  were  a  pres  -  ent  far  too  small; 
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My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss,  And  pour  con-tempt  on 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, I  sac  -  ri  -  flee  them 
Dide’ersuchloveandsor-rowmeet,Or  thorns com-pose  so 
Love  so  a-maz-ing,  so  di  -  vine,  De-mands my  soul,  my 


£ 

-ts*— 


-P-’ 


± 


-*>-■- 


e: 


all  my 
to  His 
rich  a 
life,  my 

-<y-d-o— 


pride, 

blood. 

crown? 

all. 


1 


Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 


Sarah  F.  Adams. 


Lowell  Mason, 
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1 .  N earer,  my  God, to  Thee.N earer  to  Thee  ;E  ’en  tho’  it  be  a  cross  That  raiseth  me; 

2.  Tho’ like  a  wan-der-er,  The  sun  gone  down, Darkness  be  o-ver  me,  My  rest  a  stone; 

3.  There  let  the  way  appear  Steps  unto  heaT’n,  All  that  Thou  sendest  me, In  mercy  gir'n; 


Still  all  my  song  shall  be, Nearer, my  God, to  Tlics, Nearer, my  God,  to  Tliec,  Nearer  to  Thee! 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I’d  be  Nearer.my  Qod.to  Thee, Nearer, my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Thee! 
An-gels  to  beckon  me  Nearer, my  God, to  Thee, Nearer, my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Thee! 


21  God  be  With  You. 


J.  E.  Rankin,  D.  D. 


W.  G.  Tomer. 


1.  God  be  with  you  til!  we  meet  a-gain,  By  His  counsels  guide,  uphold  you, 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  ’Neath  His  wings  protecting  hide  you, 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  When  life’s  perils  thick  confound  you, 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  Keep  love’s  banner  floating  o’er  you, 
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With  His  sheep  se-cure-Iy  fold  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 

Dai  -  ly  man-na  still  pro  -  vide  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 

Put  His  arms  un- fail-inground  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 

Smite  death’s  threat’ning  wave  before  you, God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 
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Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet,  Till  we  meet  at  Je-sus’  feet, 

Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet,  till  we  meet,  Till  we  meet  at  Je  -  sue’  feet,  till  we  meet. 
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Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 
Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet,  till  we  meet,  God  be  witli  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 


Just  As  I  Am. 
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G.  Elliott. 
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just  as 
Just  a9 
Just  as 
Just  as 
Just  as 
just  as 

n  - 


am,  with  -  out  one  plea,  But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
am,  and  wait  -  ing  not  To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
am,  tho’  tossed  a-bout  With  nta  -  ny  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
am,  poor,  wretched, blind,  Sight, rich-es,  heal-ing  of  the  mind, 
am,  Thou  wilt  re-ceive,  Wilt  welcome,  par-don,  cleanse,  relieve; 
am,  Thy  love  un-known  Hath  brok-eu  ev  -  ’ry  bar-rier  down; 
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And  that  Thou  bidd’st  me  come  to  Thee,  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 
To  Thee, whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 
Fight  -  ings  with-in,  and  fears  with-out,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  cornel 


Yea, 
Be  - 
Now, 


all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 
cause  Thy  prom-ise  I  bo-lieve,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  cornel 
to  be  Thine,  yea,  Thine  a  -  lone,  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 
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come! 

come! 

cornel 

come! 

come! 

come! 
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Blest  Be  the  Tie  That  Binds. 


John  Fawcett. 


Hans  G.  Naegeu. 
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1.  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds  Our  hearts  in  Chris  -  tian  love: 

2.  Be  -  fore  our  Fa  -  ther’s  throne  We  pour  our  ar  -  dentpray’rs; 

3.  We  share  our  mu  -  tual  woes,  Our  mu  -  tual  bur  -  dens  bear; 

4.  When  we  a  -  sun  -  der  part,  It  gives  us  in  -  ward  pain; 
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The  fel  -  low  -  ship  of  kin  -  dred  minds  Is  like  to  that  a  -  bove. 

Our  mars,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one,  Our  com-forts  and  our  carts. 

And  oft  -  en  for  each  oth  -  er  flows  The  sym  -  pa  -  thiz  -  iug  tear. 

But  we  shall  sf>  i  fce  mined  in  heart  And  hope  to  meet  a  -  gain 
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KLAN  SONGS  and  CHORUSES 

CASEY  JONES 

Come  all  ye  people  if  you  want  to  hear 
A  story  about  a  gang  that  fears  no  fear, 

They  all  stick  together  and  they  know  where  they  stand, 

And  a  good  name  for  them  is  the  Ku  Klux  Klan. 

Oh  their  living  in  the  country  and  their  living  in  the  town, 

In  fact,  its  the  truth,  you’ll  find  them  all  around. 

Said  John  to  Bill,  said  Bill  to  Cy, 

You  never  know  who  they  are  until  they  die. 

Chorus: 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan  are  going  to  have  a  big  parade. 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan,  or  know  the  reason  why; 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan  are  going  to  have  a  big  parade, 

You’d  better  tip  your  hat  when  the  flag  goes  by. 

They’re  not  against  the  Catholic,  the  Negro  or  the  Jew, 

They  can  have  their  own  religion  just  the  same  as  I  and  you, 
But  they  must  stop  and  look  and  listen,  and  plainly  understand, 
That  they  cannot  monkey  with  the  Ku  Klux  Klan. 

Some  preachers  of  today  preach  a  brand  new  plea. 

That  we  all  came  from  the  chimpanzee, 

It  may  be  true  in  their  case,  but  on  the  other  hand. 

No  man  with  monkey  blood  car  join  the  Klan. 

Chorus: 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan  gets  up  early  in  the  morning, 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan  stays  up  late  at  night, 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan,  just  heed  this  little  warning 

We’ll  be  bringing  home  the  bacon  if  we  all  sit  tight. 

• 

To  make  a  new  America  is  the  future  of  the  Klan, 

The  old  ones  got  too  rusty  and  we  need  a  moving  van 
To  remove  the  politicians  who  will  have  their  own  way, 

And  put  real  men  in  office  who  will  save  the  day. 

There’ll  be  another  election  in  a  few  years  more, 

Say!  We  ought  to  put  a  Klansman  in  the  White  House  door, 

A  lot  of  foreign  people  ought  to  lose  their  drag, 

We  ought  to  keep  Old  Glory  flying  up  above  the  other  flag. 

Chorus: 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan  will  be  working  in  the  morning, 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan  will  be  watching  through  the  night. 

The  Ku  Klux  Klan,  just  take  this  little  tip,  there’ll  be 
A  Klansman  in  the  White  House  if  we  all  sit  tight. 

- Paul  S.  Wight 

(“This  Song  on  Record  No.  K-l.  See  List  in  Back  of  Book.”) 
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Tune:  Till  We  Meet  Again 

Smile  awhile  and  give  your  face  a  rest, 

Stand  up  straight  and  elevate  your  chest. 

Reach  your  hands  up  toward  the  sky. 

While  you  wag  your  head  so  freely. 

Limber  up  and  turn  around  a  bit. 

As  you  were,  and  now  before  you  sit 
Reach  right  out  to  some  one  near 
Shake  his  hand  and  smile. 

Tune:  Carry  Me  Back  to  Old  Virginny 

Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginny 
There’s  where  the  cotton 
And  the  corn  and  taters  grow, 

There’s  where  the  birds  warble 
Sweet  in  the  springtime. 

There’s  where  this  old  darkey’s 
Heart  does  long  to  go. 

There's  where  1  labored 
So  hard  for  old  Massa 

Day  after  day  in  the  field  of  yellow  com. 

No  place  on  earth  do  1  love  more  sincerely. 

Than  old  Virginny  the  place  where  1  was  bom. 
(Chorus:  Repeat  first  seven  lines) 

Tune:  It’s  A  Long  Way  to  Tipperary 

Its  a  good  thing  to  be  a  Klansman, 

Its  a  good  thing  I  know, 

Its  a  good  thing  to  be  a  Klansman 
While  traveling  here  below. 

Farewell  Crime  and  Sorrow, 

Sin  and  Lawlessness, 

Its  a  good,  good  thing  to  be  a  Klansman 
Come  join  with  the  rest. 

Tune:  Our  Boys  Will  Shine  Tonight 

Klansmen  will  shine  tonight,  Klansmen  will  shine, 
Klansmen  will  shine  tonight,  We’re  feeling  fine, 
Klansmen  will  shine  tonight,  We’re  going  to  dine. 
When  the  sun  goes  down  and  the  moon  comes  up, 
Klansmen  will  shine. 

Tune:  Joybells 

Klansmen  keep  the  joybells 
Ringing  in  your  heart 
For  it’s  Christian  training 
Helps  you  do  your  part, 

When  you  strive  to  do  His  will 
Life  with  blessings  He  will  fill 
Klansmen  keep  the  joybells 
Ringing  in  your  heart. 

Chorus: 

Joybells,  Ringing  in  your  heart 
joybells,  Ringing  in  your  heart 
Follow  with  the  Klan  always, 

Live  its  principles  each  day, 

That  will  keep  the  Joybells  ringing  in  your  heart. 
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Tune:  Smiles 

There  are  Klansmen  in  Kentucky, 

There  are  Klansmen  in  Idaho, 

And  you'll  find  them  down  in  dear  old  Georgia 
And  in  every  port  of  Ohio. 

There  are  hordes  of  them  in  Minnesota, 

And  in  Michigan  and  Tennessee, 

But  the  Klansmen  found  in  dear  old . . 

Are  the  Klansmen  that  look  good  to  me. 

Th  ere  are  Klansmen  in  New  Jersey, 

There  are  Klansmen  in  Delaware, 

And  you  11  find  them  out  in  old  New  England, 
Indiana?  Yes,  you'll  find  them  there. 

And  they’re  thick  in  good  old  Pennsylvania, 

And  a  host  in  York  State  I  can  see, 

But  the  Women  of  the  dear  old  Ku  Klux 
Are  the  Kluxers  that  look  good  to  me. 

Tune:  Silver  Threads  Among  the  Gold 
While  the  organ  peeled  Potatoes, 

Lard  was  rendered  by  the  choir. 

While  the  sexton  tolled  the  church  bell 
Someone  set  the  church  on  fire. 

Holy  smoke - the  old  priest  shouted 

In  the  rush  he  lost  his  hair 
Now  his  head  resembles  heaven 
For  there  is  no  parting  there. 

Tune:  Peggy  O’Neil 

Fath  er  O  Neil  was  a  priest  who  would  steal 
Any  girl,  any  place,  any  time. 

But  I’ll  put  you  wise  how  you’ll  recognize 
This  fat  priest  who  likes  his  wine: 

If  he’s  stewed  up  all  the  time, 

That’s  Father  O'Neil, 

If  he  has  a  harem,  too, 

That’s  Father  O’Neil. 

He  doesn’t  like  the  Ku  Klux  Kian, 

It  may  run  him  out  of  the  land, 

Bum  personality,  full  of  rascality. 

That’s  Father  O’Neil. 

Tune:  In  the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains  of  Virginia 
In  the  Blue  Ridge  mountains  of  Virginia 
Stood  a  cow  on  the  railroad  track, 

She  was  a  good  old  cow  with  eyes  so  fine 

But  you  can’t  expect  a  cow  to  read  a  railroad  sign. 

So  she  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  track 

And  the  train  hit  her  right  in  the  back; 

You’ll  find  her  bones  on  the  mountains  of  Virginia, 
And  her  tail  on  the  lonesome  spine. 

Tune:  Put  On  Your  Old  Gray  Bonnet 

Take  off  your  coat  and  collar, 

Get  to  work,  push  and  holler, 

And  we'll  boost  the  Klan  upon  its  way. 

When  tonight  s  work  is  over, 

Why  not  stay  in  the  clover, 

And  come  round  some  other  day. 
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THE  KLANSMAH  AND  THE  RAIN 


Tune:  It  Aint  Gonna  Rain  No  More 

Our  Country  stands  for  freedom 
Our  flag  proclaims  it  too. 

No  red  shall  wave  over  our  fair  land 
Without  the  white  and  blue. 

(Chorus)  Oh  it  aint  agonna  rain  no  more  etc. 

2. 

There’s  a  fiery  cross  in  a  million  homes 
From  the  gulf  to  the  great  lake  shore, 

From  the  slopes  of  Maine  to  the  Golden  Gate 
And  there  s  going  to  be  millions  more. 


3. 

We’ve  got  the  kikes  and  catholics 
A  shaking  in  their  shoes. 

And  its  nothing  but  the  Ku  Klux  Klan 
That  gives  them  all  the  blues. 

4. 

Maybe  we  are  rummies,  and 
Maybe  we  are  fools, 

But  we’ll  not  have  catholic  teachers 
Teaching  in  our  public  schools. 

5. 

We’re  having  an  awful  time  at  our  house 
With  Dad  and  brother  Dan, 

They  went  and  swiped  Ma’s  last  clean  sheet 
To  go  and  join  the  Klan. 

6. 

The  priest  said  to  the  little  boy, 

’’Please  call  me  Father  Devine”, 

But  the  little  boy  said  “There’s  nothing  doing. 
You’re  no  father  of  mine.” 

7. 

Abie  Cohen  he  had  a  Ford 
He  liked  it  very  well. 

But  he  tried  to  drive  to  a  Ku  Klux  meeting, 

And  now  it  looks  like . 

Well  it  aint  agonna  rain  no  more,  etc. 

This  Song  is  on  Record  No.  K-3  (See  List  in  Back) 


Tune:  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic 

It  isn’t  any  trouble  just  to  S-M'-I-L-E 
It  isn’t  any  trouble  just  to  S-M-l-L-E 
So  smile  when  you’re  in  trouble. 

It  will  vanish  like  a  bubble, 

If  you’ll  only  take  the  trouble  just  to  S-M-I-L-E. 

(Change  to  L-A-U-G-H,  G-R-I-N,  G-I-GIGGLE-EE,  Ha-Ha-Ha-Ha)^ 
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Tune:  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic 
Don’t  just  sit  back  while  others  work;  don’t  merely  criticise; 

Don't  stand  around  and  idly  talk;  don’t  ponder  and  surmise; 

Don’t  say  the  cause  is  growing  old;  don’t  join  the  knocker’s  throng; 
Don’t  say  you  can’t,  when  asked  to  help  to  boost  the  work  along. 

Chorus: 

Booster,  Booster,  Be  a  Booster, 

Booster,  Booster,  Be  a  Booster, 

Booster,  Booster,  Be  a  Booster, 

Boost  for  the  Ku  Klux  Klan. 

Don’t  try  to  do  the  work  of  ten,  don’t  shirk  the  work  of  one; 

Don’t  fail  to  do  your  loyal  part  when  work  is  once  begun. 

Don’t  e’er  desert  the  cause  we  love  but  to  the  Klan  be  true; 

So  don’t  forget  to  keep  your  oath,  and  don’t  forget  to  “Do”. 

Tune:  Good  Morning,  Mr.  Zip,  Zip,  Zip. 

Good  evening  all  you  Klansmen  true, 

With  a  purpose  just  as  true  as  mine, 

Good  evening  all  you  Klansmen  true 
Your  certainly  looking  fine. 

Work  with  a  purpose  until  you  bust 
If  other  folks  don’t  do  it  the  Klansmen  must. 

Good  evening  all  you  Klansmen  true, 

With  a  purpose  just  as  true  as, 

With  a  purpose  just  as  true  as, 

With  a  purpose  just  as  true  as  mine. 

Tune:  “I’m  Forever  Blowing  Bubbles” 

We’re  forever  boosting  Klancraft, 

Loyal  K.  K.  Workers  we 

Our  aims  are  high 

Ne’er  a  day  goes  by 

Without  some  plan  to  do  or  die. 

Klansmen  are  always  loyal 

You  need  not  ask  us  why 

We’re  forever  boosting  Klancraft, 

Boosting  Klancraft  to  the  sky. 

We’re  forever  burning  Crosses 
Fiery  Crosses  on  the  hill; 

They  burn  so  bright, 

Illuminate  the  night. 

Telling  the  world  of  Truth  and  Right; 

Crosses  always  shining, 

Our  souls  with  gladness  fill, 

We’ll  continue  burning  Crosses 
Fiery  Crosses  on  the  hill. 

Tune;  “K-K-Katy” 

K-k-k-Klanswomen,  K-k-k-Klanswomen, 

You’re  the  only  g-g-g-girls  that  we  adore. 

When  the  K-k-k-Kross  burns  out  on  the  hilltop 
We’ll  be  waiting  at  the  K-k-k-Klavern  door. 

K-k-k-Klansmen !  Wonderful  K-k-k-Klansmen, 

You  are  the  truest  M-m-m-Men  we  ever  knew! 

For  the  K-k-k-k-Kross  burns  up  on  the  hilltop, 

I’ll  be  marching  under  the  R-r-r-Red,  Wh-wh-White  and  Blue. 
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KEEP  THE  CROSSES  BURNING 
(June:  "Keep  the  Home  Fires  Burning") 
They  are  gathered  from  the  hillside, 
They  are  gathered  from  the  glen. 

And  our  Country  finds  them  ready. 

At  the  stirring  call  for  men. 

Let  us  cheer  for  Home  and  Country 
As  the  Klansmen  pass  along, 

Let  them  know  our  hearts  are  with  them 
As  we  sing  this  cheery  song. 

First  Chorus: 

Keep  the  Crosses  burning. 

Keep  the  wanderers  turning 
Thru  the  darkness  of  the  night 
To  the  Cross  of  Christ. 

Rally  'round  Old  Glory, 

Tell  it's  splendid  story. 

While  Americans  stand  guard 
In  the  Ku  Klux  Klan. 

Everywhere  was  heard  a  pleading, 

“Help  our  Nation  in  distress!” 
Everywhere  the  Klansmen  gathered 
H  onor  made  them  do  no  less. 

Neither  alien  lies  nor  bullets, 

Have  the  power  to  halt  or  pause 
The  triumphant  Ku  Klux  Klansmen 
Who  defend  our  Schools  and  Law*. 

Second  Chorus: 

Keep  the  Crosses  burning, 

While  the  world  is  learning, 

Of  the  work  divinely  planned, 

That  we  must  do. 

Manly  men  will  lead  us. 

Godly  women  feed  us. 

No  difference  what  the  sacrifice 
We  will  all  march  through 


Tune:  In  the  Shade  of  the  Old  Apple  Tree 
Neath  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie, 

The,re  is  something  for  you  and  for  I. 

It  may  be  a  pin  that  the  cook  just  dropped  in 
Or  it  may  be  a  dear  little  fly. 

It  may  be  an  old  rusty  nail 
Or  a  piece  of  a  pussy  cat’s  tail 
But,  whatever  it  be,  it’s  for  you  and  for  me 
Neath  the  crust  of  an  old  apple  pie. 

KLANSMAN’S  AMERICA 

God  of  Eternity, 

Guard,  guide  our  great  country. 

Our  homes  and  store. 

Keep  our  great  state  to  Thee. 

Its  people  right  and  free, 

In  us  Thy  glory  be, 

Forevermore. 
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•  FOR  NO  GOOD  REASON  AT  ALL 

Half  of  the  world  are  squirrels, 

Half  of  the  world  are  nuts, 

Half  of  the  world  live  in  trees, 

The  other  half  in  huts. 

Half  of  the  world  keep  laughing, 

Half  of  the  world  just  cry, 

Half  are  rich  and  half  are  poor, 

I’ll  tell  you  the  reason  why. 

Chorus: 

Someone  made  the  wedding  ring. 

For  no  good  reason  at  all, 

They  also  made  the  bee  to  sling, 

For  no  good  reason  at  all. 

Some  old  man  with  a  wrinkled  brow, 

Gave  to  the  world  the  marriage  vow, 

Look  at  those  that  suffer  now, 

For  no  good  reason  at  all. 

Folks  all  hustle  day  and  night, 

For  no  good  reason  at  all, 

Grabbing  money  left  and  right, 

For  no  good  reason  at  all. 

For  a  million  all  do  try, 

When  they  get  it  Me!  O  My! 

Then  they’ll  go  lay  down  and  die. 

For  no  good  reason  at  all. 

DOIN’  THE  BEST  I  CAN 

There  was  an  old  man  and  his  name  was  Long, 
His  wife  was  long  and  lean, 

They  didn’t  get  a  long  for  many  a  year, 

But  now  they’ve  got  fifteen. 

I  fell  in  love  with  a  widow  once. 

But  she  didn’t  seem  to  care, 

I  gave  her  a  nice  electric  fan, 

But  she  gave  me  the  air. 

I’m  doin’  the  best  I  can. 

Doin’  the  best  I  can. 

I  can’t  do  more  and  1  can’t  do  less. 

I’m  doin’  the  best  1  can. 

HI-DIDDLE-DIDDLE 

The  cutest  little  kid,  curly  headed  kid, 

Sings  this  sweet  refrain, 

Morning,  night  and  noon. 

That  little  shaver’s  tune 

Runs  right  thru  my  head. 

Gee  but  it’s  the  sweetest  thing. 

To  hear  the  little  kiddie  sing: 

Hi-diddle-diddle,  the  cat  and  the  fiddle, 

The  cow  jumped  over  the  moon. 
Hi-diddle-diddle,  the  cat  and  the  fiddle. 

The  dish  ran  away  with  the  spoon. 

Hear  the  little  fellow  start  to  croon. 

Mother  Goose’s  favorite  tune, 
Hi-diddle-diddle,  the  cal  and  the  fiddle, 

The  cow  jumped  over  the  moon. 
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DOODLE,  DOODLE,  DO 

How  do  you  do  Andy  Gump,  how  do  you  do? 

How  do  you  do  Andy  Gump,  how  are  you? 

How  is  Chester,  how  is  Min? 

How’s  the  whiskers  on  your  chin? 

Growing  out  or  growing  in? 

How  do  you  do! 

Chorus: 

How  do  you  do?  How  do  you  do? 

How  do  you  doodle,  doodle,  doodle,  doodle,  do? 

In  the  papers  you  can  bet, 

Your  the  biggest  laugh  we  get, 

How  do  you  doodle,  doodle,  doodle,  doodle,  do? 

How  do  you  do,  Klucker  friends,  how  do  you  do? 

How  do  you  do,  Klucker  friends,  how  are  you? 

Marching  out  into  the  night, 

In  your  robes  of  snowy  white, 

Fighting  for  the  truth  and  right, 

1  low  do  you  do  I 

Womanhood  is  safe  today,  for  the  Klan  is  here  to  stay. 

How  do  you  do,  Dr.  Evans,  how  do  you  do? 

Is  there  anything  that  we  can  do  for  you? 

In  the  dear  old  U.  S.  A., 

You’re  the  best  there  is  today, 

And  we’re  right  here  to  say 
That  we’re  for  you. 

In  this  land  of  liberty,  in  the  White  House  you  should  be. 

How  do  you  do,  Alien  friends,  how  do  you  do? 

How  do  you  do,  Alien  friends,  how  are  you? 

You’ve  made  your  money  that  is  true, 

Don’t  bite  the  hand  that’s  feeding  you, 

Or  we’ll  tell  you  what  you  can  doodle 
Doodle  do. 

You  had  better  begin  to  pack,  for  we’re  going  to  send  you  back. 

How  do  you  do,  A1  Smith,  how  do  you  do? 

Do  you  really  think  there’s  any  show  for  you? 

You  can  laugh  and  you  can  crow. 

You  can  kiss  the  Pope’s  big  toe. 

But  the  ballot  box  will  show 
That  you  are  through. 

In  the  year  of  twenty-eight  you  will  surely  get  the  gate. 

THE  GARDEN  HOUSE 

Iss  dass  nicht  the  garden  house? 

Yah,  dass  ist  the  garden  house. 

1st  dass  nicht  a  roof  on  top? 

Yah,  dass  ist  the  roof  on  top. 

Oh,  dass  shenes  garden  house. 

Ist  dass  nicht  the  booby  hatch? 

Ist  dass  nicht  a  man  inside? 

Then  use: 

President — Cigar  in  his  mouth. 

Mooley  Cow - Gives  nice  fine  milk. 

Limburger  Cheese - Augesgestanck. 
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Tune:  “Pack  Up  Your  Troubles  in  You  -  Old  Kit  Bag” 

Pack  up  your  troubles  with  your  childish  toys, 

And  kluck,  girls,  kluck! 

Look  to  the  Fiery  Cross  and  keep  your  poise, 

Kluck,  girls,  thro  your  struck! 

“Not  for  self  but  others”  girls,  You  never  will  get  stuck  IF 
You  pack  up  your  troubles  with  your  broken  toys,  And  kluck,  girls 
kluck. 

Tune:  The  Long,  Long  Trail 

Its  a  short,  short  while  we  live  here, 

So  let  us  smile  while  we  may; 

With  a  song  for  every  moment 
Of  the  whole  bright  day. 

What’s  the  use  of  looking  gloomy. 

Or  what’s  the  use  of  our  tears? 

When  we  know  a  mummy’s  had  no  fun 
For  about  three  thousand  years. 

THERE’S  A  LONG,  LONG,  TRAIL 

There’s  a  long  long  trail  a-winding  into  the  land  of  my  dreams, 

Where  friendship’s  fires  are  glowing  and  the  Rugged  Cross  gleams, 
There’s  a  long,  long  line  a-marching  beneath  a  bright  flag  unfurled, 

For  the  Klansmen  of  our  country  saves  the  manhood  of  the  world. 


LIST  OF  KLAN  and  SACRED  MUSIC 

These  can  be  obtained  from  your  local  dealer  or  by  writing  to 
The  International  Music  Co. 

PLAYER  ROLLS  WITH  WORDS 

$1.00  Each.  By  Mail  add  10c.  for  first  roll  and  5c.  for  each  additional. 

R- I - "The  Bright  Fiery  Cross” 

R-2 - “The  Mystic  City” 

R-3 - “Life’s  Railway  to  Heaven”* 

R-4 - “The  Church  in  Wildwood  ”* 

R-5 - “In  the  Garden”* 

R-6 - “If  Your  Heart  Keeps  Right”* 

R-7 - “Brighten  the  Corner  Where  You  Are”* 

R-8 - “Since  Jesus  Came  Into  My  Heart  * 

R-9 - “Uncle  Sammy’s  Melting  Pot  ’ 

R- 1 0 - "You're  a  Grand  Old  Flag 

R- 1  I - “The  March  of  the  Klansmen” 

R- 1  2 - “Our  Mothers  of  Liberty” 

R- 1  3 - “Ku  Klux  Steppin  Blues” 

R-14 — “Kluxer  Blues” 

R- 1  5 - “Carry  Your  Cross  With  a  Smile’  * 

R-16 - “Mother’s  Prayers  Have  Followed  Me”* 

R- 1  7 - “The  Old  Rugged  Cross”* 

R-18 - “Where  the  Gates  Swing  Outward  Never”* 

R- 1  9 — “I  Walk  With  the  King”* 

R-20 — “The  Great  Judgment  Morning”* 

Roll  marked  (*)  are  not  K.  K.  K.  Rolls 


LIST  OF  SHEET  MUSIC 


S-I— "Then  I’ll  Take  Off  My  Mask”  (25c) 

S-2 - "  1  he  Bright  Fiery  Cross" 

S-3 - "Onward  Valiant  Klansmen" 

S-4 — -"  1  he  Cross  in  the  Wildwood” 

S-5 - "Yes,  Uncle  Samuel  We're  Coming”  (25c) 

S-6 - "Here’s  To  the  Klan” 

S-7 - "The  Face  Behind  the  Mask" 

S-8 - "  The  Mystic  City” 

S-9 - "Uncle  Sammy’s  Melting  Pot” 

S-  I  0 - “The  Wreckers” 

S-I  I — “Our  Mothers  of  Liberty” 

S- 1  2 - "Kluxer  Blues" 

S- 1  3 - “Ku  Klux  Steppin’  Blues” 

S- 1  4 - "The  March  of  the  Klansmen" 

S- 15— "All. Hail  White  Hooded  Knight”  (25c) 

S- 1  6 — -“He’s  a  Knight  of  the  Ku  Klux  Klan  (25c) 

S- 1  7 — '"Daddy  Swiped,  the  Last  Clean  Sheet  and  Joined  the  Ku  Klux 
Klan” 

S- 1  8 - "That's  Why  I’m  a  Klansman" 

S- 1  9 - “The  Honor  of  a  Klansman" 

S-20 - “The  City  cf  Klan  Faith” 

S-2  I - "The  Coming  of  the  Klan” 

S-22 - "The  Prayer  of  a  Klansman” 

S-23— “The  U.  S.  Flag” 

S-24 — “Your  a  Grand  Old  Flag” 

S-25 - “The  Call  of  a  Klansman” 

S-2 6 -  ‘The  Ku  Klux  Klan  and  the  Pope” 

S-2  7 - "Take  Up  Thy  Cross" 

S-28 - "There’s  a  Klansman  Watching  You” 

S-29 - “We’ll  Put  the  Bible  Back  in  the  Public  Schools” 

S-30 - “Yesterday,  Today  and  Forever” 

All  Sheet  Music  is  35c  per  copy  or  3  for  $1.00  unless 
otherwise  marked. 


BOOKS 

B- 1 - “Why  the  Ku  Klux  Klan”  (25c) 

B-2 - “Babylon  the  Harlot”  (25c) 


PRICES 


Records  and  Rolls.  $1.00  each.  Bv  Mail  $1.10.  3Ve  pay  postage  on 
orders  of  three  or  more  if  cash  accompanies  order. 

Sheet  Music  35c  per  copy  unless  otherwise  marked. 

Books  and  Song  Book 

Single  Copy  (Postpaid)  $  -25 

Dozen  Copies  (Not  Postpaid)  2.50 

50  Copies  (Not  Postpaid)  7.50 

100  Copies  (Not  Postpaid)  12.50 

In  order  to  avoid  complications  our  terms  are  cash  with  order  or 
C.  O.  D.,  purchaser  to  pay  postage. 

Dealers  and  Agents  Wanted.  Wholesale  prices  on  app.ication. 


INTERNATIONAL  MUSIC  COMPANY 


K.  K.  K.  PHONOGRAPH  RECORDS 

(All  records  are  double  disc  and  can  be  played  on  any  machine  playing 

disc  recoids.) 

$1.00  Each.  By  Mail  add  I  0c  for  first  record  and  5c  for  each  addiUonaL 
K- 1 — ‘  'Casey  Jones'’ 

"God  Knows  We’re  Here  to  Stay’’ 

K-2— “Then  I’ll  Take  Off  My  Mask" 

"The  Old  Fiery  Cross” 

K-3 — "The  Stuttering  Klansman”  (Boy  stutters  and  girl  lisps) 

“The  Klansman  and  the  Rain”  (Tune:  "It  Ain’t  Gonna  Rain  No 
More”) 

K-4 - “The  Way  of  the  Cross”  (Male  Quartet) 

Tune:  “The  Wayside  Cross" 

"Arouse,  Oh  Klansmen  True”  (Male  Quartet) 

K-5 — “Welcome  the  Klan”  (Male  Quartet) 

“Let  Fiery  Cross  Be  Burning”  (Male  Quartet) 

Lights  Be  Burning" 

K-6 — “You’re  a  Grand  Old  Flag”  (Vocal) 

“100%  March”  (Instrumental) 

75001 — “The  Bright  Fiery  Cross’ 

“The  Mystic  City” 

75002 — "My  Own  United  States” 

“Patriotic  Medley” 

75003 — “The  Cross  in  the  Wildwood” 

“Why  I  Am  a  Klansman" 

75004 — “America’s  Task”,  by  Dr.  H.  W.  Evan@0 
“America,  Our  Noble  Land” 

75005 — “Battle  Hymn  of  Republic” 

“Midnight  Roll  Call” 

75006 — “Daddy  Swiped  the  Last  Clean  Sheet” 

“The  Gathering  Klan” 

75007 - j’Keep  Cool  With  Coolidge” 

“President  Coolidge  March” 

75008 — “Onward  Valiant  Klansmen” — Tune:  “Onward  Christian 
Soldiers” 

“The  Klan  is  Coming” - Tune:  Tramp,  Tramp,  Tramp,  the  Boy* 

are  Marching” 

75009 — “Come  Join  the  K.  K.  K.  in  the  Old  Town  Tonight” 

"Hear  the  Call’ 

75010 — “Marcheta”  (Orchestra) 

"World  is  Waiting  for  the  Sunshine”  (Orchestra) 

7501  I - “When  You’re  Gone  I  Won’t  Forget”  (Vocal  Duet) 

“Call  Me  Back  Pal  of  Mine”  (Vocal  Duet) 

5 — "The  Klansmen’ a  Friend” 

“We  Belong  to  the  Ku  KIux  Klan" 

29 - “The  Klucker  and  the  Rain” 

"Long  Klucker” 

32 - “Onward  Christian  Klansmen” 

“Barney  Google" - Klansmen 

35 - “Klansmen  Keep  the  Cross  Burning” 

“There’ll  Be  a  Hot  Time-KIansmen” 

20081 - "Johnny  Join  the  Klan” 

“I  Want  to  be  a  K'ansman” 

825 - “Wake  up  America” - Kluck,  Kluck,  Kluck  (Quartet) 

“Hold  ’Er  Newt.”  (Piano  Solo) 

4642— “Ku  Ku”  (Fox  trot) 

"Klucking  of  the  Ku  KIux  Klan’  (Solo) 

272 - “U.  S.  Melting  Pot” 

“Mystic  City” 

20004 - “Here’s  to  America” 

“Women  of  the  Ku  KIux  Klan"* 


ILLUSTRATED  ADDRESS 

"Why  the  Ku  Klux  K lan” 

One  hundred  beautiful  hand'Colored  slides  of  photographs  taken 
in  Atlanta  by  special  permission  of  Imperial  Wizard. 

Can  give  it  anywhere,  even  in  open  field  and  where  there  are 

no  electric  lights. 

Will  go  anywhere — Cost  exceedingly  reasonable. 

A  Kleagle  said:  "It  instructs, 

It  entertains, 

It  gets  new  members 

An  Illustrated  Song  with  ten  slides  and  one'half  hour  musical 
program  goes  with  this  lecture. 

For  particulars  and  terms,  write 

REV.  PAUL  S.  WIGHT 

894  Glenwood  Avenue  :  :  :  :  Buffalo,  N.  Y. 


The  American  Knife 


The  above  cuts  show  the  actual  size  of  Jewel  back,  high' 
grade  steel,  two-blade  knife. 

No.  1 — Size  as  illustrated  in  cut. 

No.  2 — Size  slightly  smaller  knife,  more  of  an  office  size. 
These  knives  must  be  seen  to  be  appreciated.  A  winner 
and  one  that  we  offer  without  apologies.  Price  right. 

Each  . $1.00 

In  one  dozen  lots  each . 80 

In  gross  lots,  each . 75 

Be  Sure  to  Specify  the  Size  You  Desire 

INTERNATIONAL  MUSIC  COMPANY 

894  Glenwood  Avenue  :  :  :  :  Buffalo,  N.  Y. 


